to be loved, after such loneliness and anxiety is deep joy
to the soul. But apart from that the sweetness and the
charm of Macedonia would have won anybody; she was
young, radiant and vigorous; she had a look of vivid,
happy life about her altdgether charming and good.

"Now write, write to your mistress Tryphosa,"
Macedonia said. "That's the way. Now I'll send
George and my packer down to bring your things. My
home is your home, and I'm your slave. Why don't you
beat me, mistress? I play this virgin in the St. George;
it has made me famous, they say, but I know that it was
not St. George but Theodora who saved me."

When the messengers had been despatched, Macedonia
said: "I'm going to ask you a very great favour. I see
that you have kept in practice. Will you put on practice
dress and work with me while I warm up?"

"Why, indeed I will," Theodora said. "And another
thing you must let me do. I was taught massage by my
mother, so as to massage Comito when she did acrobatic
things. I'm a very good masseuse, in the old Greek way.
If you are dancing hard on a hard floor you'll find me
very restful after a performance."

"The very thought of you near-by is inspiration to
me," Macedonia said. "Now come on to my dressing-

room."

The theatre had a big practice and rehearsal room,
already busy with parties of dancers who were warming-
up at the barres or in the centre. Theodora knew already
from what she had seen of it that the Sosthenes manage-
ment had a style and a distinction unlike anything in
her experience. The costumes in the practice-rooms
were plainly the work of genius. When she saw Mace-
donia's costumes, she said:

"Who is Sosthenes, who does these things?"
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